ENGLAND'S   HOUR

In Chelsea's pleasant squares, the spaces where

garden chairs once stood and fairy cycles dashed

to  and  fro,   are  now  taken  over  by  A.R.P.

squadrons  or barrage   balloon  units.    To my

generation, each public square so used brings

back memories of the area just behind the lines

in the last war.   The inhabitants of the sur-

rounding houses have found either these memories

too poignant, or the threat of the raids which

are already battering England too intimidating.

More houses are offered for sale each week; the

August  sunlight  shines   from   the   perpetually

cloudless sky on to the dusty floors of empty

basement kitchens.  Even in those homes which

are only temporarily abandoned,  the pictures

have been removed and laid face downwards,

the glass packed away in tissue-paper or sawdust;

the family silver deposited in the Bank.   With

good reason, as experience has already shown,

the absent householders fear the depredations

of looters  who  may  enter  through   shattered

windows almost as much as they dread the havoc

of raids.

It is August i4th, the day before the date
allotted by Herr Hitler for his triumphal entry
into London. All round the coast from the chalk
cliffs of Dover to the iron cranes of Southampton,
his aeroplanes are bombing up the Channel. In
New York, we learn, crowds are scanning
throughout the night the flaming headlines in